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Summary:
Your parents took a vacation for two weeks when you were 16. This would have been great if you and your co-dependent sister were all alone (and you would've said you hated it), except the girl your sister is also co-dependent with is over every day. But hey, at least you got to have a really sexually charged conversation with a girl you hate.

(Related to a series of posts on tumblr, read notes!)

Notes:
Hey everyone, gooooooooood evening!

A while ago, I made a joke post about Ashley learning how to play guitar, being good at it, joining a band, and actually developing healthy friendships for the first time before Andrew's own co-dependence kicks in and sabotages it. This ended up through a series of anons became a thing that has a few different views on it and different potential outcomes, and over time became a thing with a -third- co-dependent person being added to the dynamic. These are especially inspired by @leyley-graves writings in these two posts, and this is specifically inspired by this anon I can't get out of my head. Hope you enjoy!

As I wanted to focus on Andrew a bit, rather than letting the character be purely a SI with second person narrative, I've decided to go with the concept the anon suggested to write them a character in this way. Other works (if I visit this more) might be more SI in writing structure, however.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Honestly, you normally liked it when your parents were out of town. It gave you some degree of peace by sheer virtue you didn't have to hear your mom and sister fighting, and you definitely didn't need to hear your parents fucking moaning when you had to walk by their room. And this time they actually did a full grocery run so you had fresh ingredients to cook for a while. And this time you hid the emergency money in a good place so Ashley couldn't just spend it on clothes shopping (again).

You weren't an amazing chef by all means, but having to essentially raise your sister you had learned a few things: because otherwise she complained about eating nothing but shitty fucking canned soup and frozen dinners. Now, she was still going to complain about your dinner, yes, but she complained far worse when she had to eat a spam sandwich for five meals straight. It was pretty peaceful if not for one, ONE sole fact.

"Hey, Andy," a certain other obnoxious voice rang out. "Leyley wants to know when you're gonna be done cooking."

This fucking bitch.

That girl- "Chrome." Was her name Beatrice or something? You didn't remember, but your sister and everyone called her that because of the backpacks she always had. 'That girl/bitch/cunt/whore' was good enough for you, though. "I'll tell you when it's ready."

"Come on, I'm just asking..."

You hated that fucking pout on her face and you hated the way she adjusted her glasses too. "Well, I'm not done. Besides, don't you have your own family to annoy?" You asked with a glare, earning a smirk in return. 

"Aren't we basically family by now? I spend so much time here, I even call your dad 'dad' sometimes," You knew your dad hated that but lacked the spine to stand up to say anything about it. It was actually kind of funny to everyone (your mom included) but you grit your teeth instead of letting her know.

"Well the more you annoy me the longer it takes to finish this, girl," and you hated calling her by her name, nickname, or whatever she wanted to be called. You didn't give a name to a tapeworm: and that's all she was. A parasite attached to your sister, who in turn was a parasite attached to you. But you could never hate Ashley, never, no matter how miserable she made you. "And I thought I told you not to call me Andy."

As the years had gone by, that girl had gotten much more bold due to your sister's influence. You clenched the large cooking knife in a tighter grip, looking at that girl again as you let fantasies wash over you.

"Wait, stop, PLEASE! PLEASE STO-"

You gripped as you felt that knife pierce her throat. You couldn't even hide your grin as you felt the warm blood get all over her hand, watch her eyes roll into her head and watch her spasm on the floor. But why stop there? You imagined taking it further: her head was already ready to come off, you could basically saw it off. You grabbed the bread-cutting knife for it. You didn't understand why they were so big and serrated for fucking bread but it did the job. "Hey. You finally learned to shut up," you teased as you held the decapitated head by the hair. But if you knew this bitch she still wouldn't shut up even when dead, so you grabbed some scissors to cut out that annoying tongue too.

Her body was going cold.

But you didn't want to let her off that easy. She'd been a thorn in your side for years now. And Ashley might've been in denial, but she was a thorn in her side too. You wanted to desecrate the corpse. You used the bread knife (sharper than it should be) to rip her clothes off before getting to work cutting off everything. Her hands, feet, developing breasts, hell even her penis: but you ran out of things to cut off her, but you weren't done making her pay. Into her stomach the knife went so you could rip everything out of her. You grabbed her heart and ripped it out, pulled out thirty feet of intestines, everything, everything, everything had to go you had to destroy every trace of-

"But Leyley likes calling you Andy..."

"And I keep fucking telling her not to call me that either!" You exploded, yelling at her while still gripping that knife as the painful reality that you could not murder your sister's best friend/friend with benefits/girlfriend/whatever they were settled in. "The least you can do is leave me alone while I cook, you parasite!"

She blinked at you. "Oh, a parasite?"

Fuck.

You narrowed your eyes. "It's all you are. Your family sucks, so you latch onto ours," well, your family sucked-ass too, but you didn't say that out loud. "And you latch onto Ashley and never let go of her. You follow her like a lost puppy and I'm sick of it. Our lives would be better off without you," it felt good to finally say it, but you didn't actually feel better saying it though. It was purely spite, but you still said it. "It's not our fault you're such a vile little cunt you can't get any other friends, but you make it our problem and burden to deal with."

She blinked and tapped her foot, seemingly reflecting on what you were saying. Maybe she'd finally leave, good, thank god-

"You're no better."

Excuse me?

"What did you just say?"

You glared at her, and you felt your blood boil at how amused she looked. You looked at the meat tenderizer on the counter, and more fantasies entered your head.

You grabbed a hammer and struck her across the face: it managed to penetrate into her cheek. And while she was writing on the ground you slammed it at the top of her head again, and again, and again, and again. Eventually her eyeballs popped out of their sockets and you made sure to squeeze them in your hands. But no. You could still tell it was this annoying bitch. So you started assaulting any part of her body you could see.

First her teeth. The way you bashed her face in it made her swallow some, so you used the hammer to tear her throat open to get them out. And then you started attacking the rest of her body, but realized her clothes kept softening her blows: so you ripped them off to make sure you could see everything you were destroying.

By the end you could barely tell it was a person. Just a mash of broken flesh and bones. But that wasn't enough, so you kept it up, attacking the pulverized remains even further and further and further and further-

"I think you'd be happier just letting Leyley do what she wants to you, honestly. You clearly enjoy it."

You blinked as you realized as you were daydreaming she had grabbed one of the steak knives, holding it unto your chin, drawing just a little blood. "C... Chrome...?" This was getting bad. You knew these two killed somebody, after ----. You knew these two regularly committed petty crimes and if there was any justice in the world they'd both have a juvie record a mile long, and Ashley would have to suffer that because of this parasite. But you were confidant they killed somebody once, too. Was she going to kill you in your own house? You felt cold sweat start to drip, your position of power diminishing. "H-hey... wait a second..."

"Life isn't worth living if Ashley isn't a part of it: I'm not fucking joking, I'll jump off my own apartment in a heartbeat if I lose her," Chrome that parasite that FUCKING parasite THAT FUCKING GODDAMN PARASITE that girl told you. "I'll never do anything to hurt her, ever. And you're the same. You're all bark and no bite, Andy," and indeed, you weren't even barking right now, since you didn't tell her not to call you that. "So I'd never do anything to you, ever," she said, lowering the knife. "Because you're the world to her too. I don't mind it... even if I was less than you, even if I was just a moon, a satellite orbing the planets I'd be happy with that. And you're the same. Admit it. You'd jerk off to us in bed and you'd be happy just to watch."

And that brought upon your worst fantasy.

You pinned her down and ripped her clothes off. She tried screaming, but you muffled her.

And you wasted no time thrusting into her ass while choking her. It didn't even feel pleasurable, but that didn't matter. You took a knife to rip off the rest of her clothes, letting go of her mouth. The scream for help was interrupted as you stabbed her side and simply became a scream of agony, followed by a stab to her throat. This was perfect. It was all prefect- except then you imagined it. Ashley glaring at you.

With a gasp, your fantasy ended. Yes.

You could kill her. You were stronger than her. You knew where she lived and how she walked home after she hung out here every day. It'd be easy to ambush her. But...

Ashley would never talk to you again. Fuck a knife at your chin, that's what actually scared you. She was like an evil demon from the pits of hell and a horrid weight on your shoulders. But you were so used to it. That weight. How could you live without it? How could you live without Ashley's condescending attitude and taunting ever again!? Just the thought of it... just the thought of not having Leyley Ashley a part of your life- no, this parasite had to live at any cost no matter what-

"Ngghhh..."

... Oh, silly you, Andrew.

You were choking her without even realizing it while you were dissociating. But... but...

She blushed, even moaned slightly as she couldn't breathe, and you let go of her so she could take deep breaths.

"..."

There was a silence before you approached, looking into each other's eyes.

Her hair.

Something was overtaking you and you stepped forward, leaning down to smell it. Ashley's shampoo. They used the same brand, but she showered here with her as you tried to ignore so of course she used it again.

You slipped a finger into the pockets of the short-shorts. Also Ashley's shorts. You knew this one was Ashley's favorite she was wearing. A little lip gloss too, just like Ashley's...

I can't ever scare her away. I need her here.

"I'll never kill you, and you'll never kill me," that girl whispered. "Even though I kind of wish you were dead too, so Ashley would be just mine."

If you closed your eyes, you could pretend it was Ashley.

You slipped your entire hand into her pocket before withdrawing it. You felt her hand on your crotch, and couldn't help but return the favor: you were both rock-hard.

You sniffed her neck while gently squeezing it and realized something: she was wearing perfume, inappropriate for someone her age probably (in your opinion). But, Ashley didn't. It forced you to snap your eyes open, realize this was indeed not Ashley again. But, you didn't pull away.

It wasn't Ashley. Chrome wasn't Ashley.

And yet-

"Try me."

Her voice was sultry, and she even licked her lips. "Come to Leyley's room with me. Spend some time with us."

"..."

You didn't let go of her throat, but you didn't say anything.

"There's nothing wrong with being Leyley's dog, you know. If you just accepted it, you'd be a lot happier."

Your eyes and face contorted into fury at that fucking insinuation, but you didn't say anything as you looked at her smile: the same smile she and Ashley have had since they were children that had ruined your life. Eventually, you were left alone in that kitchen without another word, returning back to your stir-fry.

It wasn't until later that night you realized every fantasy involving murdering that girl also had her naked by the end.